Simon clucked to the horses                           Into a

swifter gait.  The road           on                hedgerows

paralleling them with the terrific antics of their shadow*
Beyond the bordering                   locusts and

vines ields new-broken or being broken spread on
toward patches of woodland newly                  splashed

with dogwood and judas trees* Behind laborious plows
viscid shards of new-turned earth glinted damply in
the sun*

This was upland country^ lying in tilted slopes
against the unbroken blue of the hills,* but soon the road
descended sheerly into a valley of good broad fields
richly somnolent in the leveling afternoon^ and pres-
ently they drove upon Bayardss own land and from
time to time a plowman lifted his hand to the passing
carriage, Then the road approached the railway
crossed it, and at last the house John Sartoris had
built stood among locusts and oaks and Simon swung
between iron gates and into a curving drive.

There was a bed of salvia where a Yankee patrol had
halted on a day long ago. Simon brought up here with
a flourish and Bayard descended and Simon clucked
to the team again and rolled his cigar to a freer angle
and took the road back to town.

Bayard stood for a while before his house* The white
simplicity of it dreamed unbroken among ancient sun-
shot trees. Wistaria mounting one end of the veranda
had bloomed and fallen, and a faint drift of shattered
petals lay palely about the dark roots of it and about
the roots of a rose trained on to the same frame* The
rose was slowly but steadily choking the other vine. It
bloomed now thickly with buds no bigger than a thumb-
nail and blown flowers no larger than silver dollars,
myriad* odorless and unpickable,
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